TEXTS   AND    PRETEXTS

O for a plump, fat leg of mutton !
Veal, lamb, capon, pig and coney !
None is happy but a glutton,
None an ass but who wants money.

Wines, indeed, and girls are good ;
But brave victuals feast the blood ;
For wenches, wine and lusty cheer
Jove would come down to surfeit here.

THOMAS  MIDDLETON.

And who has seen a fair alluring face,

A lusty girl yclad in quaint array,
Whose dainty hand makes music with her lace,

And tempts thy thoughts, and  steals thy sense
away ;

Who has beheld fair Venus in her pride

Of nakedness, all alabaster white,
In ivory bed, strait laid by Mars his side,

And hath not been enchanted by the sight;

To wish to dally and to offer game,

To coy, to court, et cetera to do ;
(Forgive me, Chasten ess, if in terms of shame,

To thy renown, I paint what 'longs thereto.)

GEORGE  PEELE.

Music and poetry is his delight;
Therefore I'll have Italian masques by night,
Sweet speeches, comedies and pleasing shows.
And in the day, when he shall walk abroad,
Like sylvan nymphs my pages shall be clad ;
My men like satyrs, grazing on the lawns,
Shall with their goat-feet dance the antic hay ;
Sometimes a lovely boy in Dian's shape,
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